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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The MS. of the following is dated at Eaſ-Shene 
in Surry, the (then) elegant retreat of the reigning 
Queen and her royal court, Who the perſonages 
were (concealed under the ſimple characters of the 
poem) does not appear; but, as a lady of the noble 
family of Hungerford is recorded to have drowned 
Herſelf, near about that period, tis not unlikely but 
it gave birth to this moſt elegant and affecting tale. 
And the reader is left to judge, how different 
the productions of that time would ſhew (had more 
of them been, fortunately, preſerved) compared to 
thoſe of the preſent age. 


The Epironk. 
! Richmond, 
Feb. 1. 1755. 
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SY 


CoLIN and Lucy. 


J. 
N the banks of that cryſtalline ſtream, 
Where Thames, oft his current delays, 


And charms, more than Poets can dream; 
In his Richmond's bright villa ſurveys, 


II. 
Fair Lucy, of all the gay throng 
The faireſt, that Britain has ſeen ! 
Now drew ev'ry village along, 
From the day ſhe firſt danc'd on the green. 
B III, Ah! 
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III. 5 
Ah! boaſt not of beauty's fond pow'r, 
For ſhort is the triumph, ye fair! 


Not fleeter the bloom of each flow'r ; 
And hope is but gilded deſpair. 


IV. 
His defire each ſwain, now, behold, 
By Riches endeavours to prove! 
But Lucy, ſtill cries, what is gold? 


Or wealth, when compar'd to. his love ? 


V. | 
No, Coin] together we'll wield 
Our ſickles, in ſummer's bright day; 
Together, we'll leaze o'er the field; | 3 


And ſmile all our labours, away! 


(5) 


VI. 
In winter, I'll winnow the wheat, 


As it falls, from your flail, on the ground : 


That flail will be muſic, as ſweet, 


When your Voice, in the labour, is drown'd, 


VII. 
How oft, wou'd he ſpeak of his bliſs? 
How oft, wou'd he call her his Maid? 
And Colin wou'd ſeal, with a kiſs, 


Ev'ry promiſe, and vow, which he laid. 


VIII. 
But, hark! o'er the graſs- level Land, 
The village bells ſound on the plain! 
Falſe Colin, this morn, gave his hand; 


And Lucy's fond tears are in vain! 
IX, Sad 


(6) 
IX. 
Sad Lucy, too ſoon, heard the tale ; 
Too ſoon, the ſad cauſe ſhe was told : 


That his, was a nymph of the vale, 
That he broke his fond promiſe, for gold! 


X. 
As ſhe walkt by the margin, ſo green, 
That adorns „ „ * -* „ ®. fide; þ 
How oft was ſhe, languiſhing, ſeen? 


How oft wou'd the gaze on the tide ? 


XI. 
By the clear mirror, then, as ſhe fate, 
That reflected herſelf, and the mead ; 
A while ſhe bewail'd her fad fate! 
And the green turf, ſtill, pillow'd her head, 
| XII. There! 


+ In the original (as near as can be gathered) the line is, 
« That adorn; Thames's flow'ry fide.” 
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XII. 
There! there! is it Lucy I ſee? — 
'Tis Lucy the loſt, undone, maid! 
Ah! no, tis ſome Lucy, like me — 
Some hapleſs, young, virgin betray'd, 
XIII. 
Like me, ſhe has ſorrow'd and wept ; 
Like me! ſhe has fondly believ'd; 
Like me, her true promiſe ſhe kept, 
And, like me too, is juſtly deceiv'd ! 


XIV. 
I come, dear companion in grief! 
Gay ſcenes, and fond pleaſures, adieu 
I come, and we'll gather relief; 


From Boſoms, ſo chaſte and ſo true. 


XV. Like 


XV, 

Like you! I have mourn'd the long night; ; 

And wept out the day, in deſpair ! 
Like you! I have baniſh'd delight ; 


And boſom'd a friend, in my care. 


XVI. 
Ye Meadows, ſo lovely, farewel! 


Your velvet, ſtill Cin ſhall tread : 
All deaf to the ſound of that Anell, 
Which tolls for his Lucy, when dead! 


XVII. 
Your with will, too ſure, be obey'd ! 
Nor Colin, her loſs, ſhall bemoan : 
Soon, ſoon ſhall poor Lucy be laid, 


Where her heart ſhall be cold as your own, 


XVIII. Then 


+ Or, /vely, the ſecond letter not being viſible, 


(9) 


XVIII. 
Then, claſp'd in the arms of that fair, 
Whoſe wealth has been Lucy's fad fate! 
As, together, you breathe the free air, 


And a thouſand dear pleaſures relate : 


| XIX. 
If, Chance, o'er my turf as you tread, 
You dare to affect a fond ſigh! 
The primroſe will ſhrink its pale head; 
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| XX. 
Scarce Echo had gather'd the ſound, 
But ſhe plung'd from her graſs-ſpringing bed; 
The liquid ſtream parts, to the ground ; 


And the mirror clos'd over her head. 


XXI. The 


+ As near as can be diſcerned, thus : 
And the violet languiſb and die, 


(10) 


XXI. 
The ſwains of the village, at eve, 
Oft meet at the dark- ſpreading yew ; 
There, wonder how man cou'd deceive! 


A boſom ſo chaſte and ſo true. 


XXII, 
With garlands, of every flow'r, 
Which Lucy, herſelf, ſhou'd have made! 
They raiſe up a ſhort-living bow'r, 
And, ſighing! cry, Peace to her ſhade! 


XXIII. 
Then, hand lockt in hand, as they move 
The green- platting Billoe around; 
They talk of ſad Lucy, and love! 
And freſhen, with tears, the fair ground. 
| XXIV, Nay! 
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( 1T ) 
XXIV. 


Nay! wiſh they had never been born, 


Or, liv'd the fad moment to view! 
When a Clin cou'd, thus, be forſworn; 


And a Lucy cou'd, ſtill, be ſo true! 
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